2i6        FROM  DRURY  LANE  TO  MECCA

"How," I asked, "did you settle here?"
"My mother/1 answered the Syed, "was a Malay
woman, living at Mafeking, the daughter of a trader
there. One day an Arab came on the train that goes
to Rhodesia, He was travelling through the country
in order to teach the religion, and arranged to marry
my mother. For a few years my parents stayed in
Africa, but while I was a little boy, we came
here/'

"And how did you like Africa?"
"I have almost forgotten the place/' he said;   "it
is a dry country/'

"Not all the towns lie on the edge of the desert like
Mafeking/' I argued. This produced some questions
concerning the Dominion from friends of the Mat of.

"What," said the imam, "is this hole where diamonds
are found?"

"Kimberley, you mean?"

"That is the name, the Cape Malay pilgrims told me
about it. How do they find the stones?"

Being a pioneer of the Griqualand West Gem
Diggings, I was able to give the interested Meccans
a fairly detailed notion of mining as practised at De
Beers.

"It is wrong," exclaimed the imam, "to dig holes
into Allah's Earth. The Law says that if a man finds
a diamond, it must lie on the surface, otherwise it has
no magic powers/'

"The Kafirs (infidels) have a worse place in Africa,"
remarked a Hakim or Doctor who, by the way, always